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|.Pitter and Patter in }
| Vodville Chatter
on Love

-

By Nat N. Dorfman

ITTER—1 hear you were in
_P love.
Patter—Yes, but I'm all
Fight now, thank you.
" Pitter—Don't you belleve that
love makes The world go round?
_:Patter—Yes, but why fall in love
wwhen you can get the same sensa-
tion at less cost from home brew?

Pitter—I understand the girl you
loved was a decided blonde.

Patter—Yes, she decided it two

. yweeks before'I met her. .
.. Pitter—Did she return your ring
After you broke off?

Patter—Oh, no; she's a telephone

eperator and she never returns a
ring.
. -Pitter—Well, cheer up, old man.
You know it's better to have loved
and lost than never to have joved
at all. -

Patter—Yes, in fact, it's much
better to have loved and lost than
to have loved and won, for then all
would be lost.

Pitter—Apparently you believe
that love leads to the altar?

Patter—Yes, I believe it doea
bead to the halter.

Pitter—Remember, not all men
go wrong by getting married.

Pittr—Do you think Shakespeare
h.fl marriage in mind when he said,
“Beware the Ides of March?"

Patter, Oo, no; If he did he'd

have probably said, “Beware the
brides of June. "

Pitter—Be that as it may, I'm
serigusly thinking of getting may-
ried.

Patter—If you think wseriously
of it, you won't get married.

Pitter—But she's the ost beau-
tiful girl in the world.

Patter—Perhaps the milkman
knows different.

Pitter—I tel you her face ia her
\fortune.

- Patter—You mean her face made
the druggist's fortune.

Pitter—And she has money In
the bank.

Patter—But the question is, can
you bank on t?

Pitter—I1 can see where ybur in-
terest lies in the matter.

Patter—Oh, no, it's just the prin-
ciple of the thing with me that
counts.

Pitter—Don’'t you think that all
the world loves a lover?

Prttor—Yes, particularly the fel-
lows who sell engagement rings.

Pitter—By the way, what do wed-
ding bells say when they chime?

Patter—Another good man gone
rung.

Pitter and Patter close their act
by singing a delirfous ditty entitied
“Two can live as cheap as one,
but who wants to live that cheap?”

Curtain.
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OLUMBUS proved that the

earth was round, but many

a wife has made her hus-
band feel flat in it.

Some men are natural born
flirts, while others had the wink-
ing habit forced on ‘em by pro-
hibition.

When a wife says she wanta
only pin ‘money to go shopping
with, the chances are she’ll stick
him with the bills later on.

When people fall in love they
“eall it a match, and so all their
well-wishers stand on the aide-
Mnes to see it burn out.

Woman, says a philosopher, Is
like bootleg whiskey. Both come
high and have enough kick iIn
sm to knock a man silly.

Most women have a knack of
kéeping their age well—to them-
selvea

When a fellow tells a girl he
could die waltzing with her he
only means until the last notes
dle away and nothing else.

Tell a man about a paradipe on
sarth and instantly he thinks of
somebody's bachelor quarters.

[smuwnms

If the flapper isn't careful in
those new skirts of hers she'll be
a8 flopper.

Do you remember those happy
days when a “blowout”’ meant a

#ood time?

" Here's a little refrain that might
_inl.ar\est the song-writer:

They used to call it “knockout
drops,”
But now they call it “hootch.”

The cynic who lives up the street
ramarks: ‘“I've just met the
stingiest guy I ever saw. Why
before that bird would buy a used
lawn mower he'd insist on know-

its mileage.”
. L] .

Mother—Come, Mary, dear, put
on your bonnet. We're going to
the pictures. Little Mary—Oh, 1
:dan't want to go there, mother.
Let's go to a show we can listen to.

By La Monte Waldron.

(' OME evenin,” Mag, ain't

‘S it?  Whereya be'n, kid-

do?"

"Me? Why I took a hack at
the movans. Some awell show,
bambino.”

“0! Didya see Harold Heart-
beat in his new fillum?"’

“Yep, an’ it was grand, Sadie.
Yuh oughta be’'n there.”

"Yeh, I oughta, I'll say so, but
I had four runs tuh sew up In
muh stockin’'s.

Aln't it tur'ble the way them
silk ones go on yeh, after the
fierce price they nick yuh for
‘em, too?"

"It sure {s, butcha reely oughta
seen Harold. Ain't he got a swell
map, an’ them lamps of his, &n'
such a beautiful dome? An' that
perm'nent wave of his is somethin’
wonderful!"

“Yep, ev'ry time he seems to
give me the onceover, even In
the pitchers, it makes me feel like
I stepped on a live wire; it sure
does."”

“They say he gits a thousan’
bucks a week Iin the pitchers.”

“Well—if that's all they hand
Harold, they owe him dough, take
it from me. He's some bird, an’
they only come one in a cake, like
him. He's the eel's ankle.

“I'll tell the world an’ Jermsey
City."

““He's all of that, an’' then some,
Sadie. Yuh said a cartful, kiddo "

Those Deadly Cooties.

Old Lady—They tell me that you

went through the war without a
scratch.

Veterap—Somebody's been kid.
ding . lady. The darned things
bit me every night.

At Popular Prices.

Mary had a lttle lamb,
Some steak, some fruit and cus-
tard;
When her escort pald the check
He found that he was busted.

Modern Version.

Oh, don't you remember Bweet
Alice, Ben Bolt,
SBweet Alice whose eyes were so
< brown;
8he drank the bootleg you gave

her, Ben Bolt,
And now she lies under the
ground.

THE SONG OF THE SKIRT

By Jane McLean

O longer will the flapper flap
Along the F street way,

No longer will the eyes of man
Demurely downward stray. v

For Fashion’s sent her edief forth
That dimpled knees must hide,

And fatted calves must browse unseen
Tho’ woe to all betide.

They used to say, not long ago,
If women had the vote,

They’d beard old Custom in his den
And wring his tyrant throat.

Old Custom grinned and ordered skirts
To heights unknown before;

And women cried with loud acclaim,
“We'll sweep the streets no more!”

Old Custom frowns, and down come skirts
For better or for worse,

And women cry with triumph now,
“We'll sweep the universe!”
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